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Summary: The Didact has been defeated. Cortana sacrificed herself to 
do it. But Chief is not home as he should be. Now, he has been thrown 
into a new galaxy, and right into the hand of a certain commander. 

The Shepard, nor The Spartan could stop the Reapers alone. Together, 
they shall change the fate of both of their universes forever. 

Rewrite of The Shepard and The Spartan. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Hey guys! I'm back! And yes, I have decided to rewrite The Shepard 
and the Spartan. Defiance was, sadly, going to end up as a huge 
badfic, and thus I am no longer writing it. You guys deserve better! 
So now, without further adieu, onto the story!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The <em>Normandy<em> moved gracefully through the vacuum of 
space, the Mass Relay just ahead. As it approached, a tendril of 
energy grabbed the _Normandy_. The rings that contained the Relay's 
Eezo spun wildly. Then, in an instant, the ship was shot through the 
Relay at speeds faster than light itself. 

"So, Commander. This 'anomaly' the Illusive Man want's us to 
investigate... did he happen to mention what it is?" Joker asked, 
looking over his shoulder. 

"He didn't." 

Commander John Shepard stood behind Joker, armed to the teeth, his 
Scimitar and Carnifex strapped on his back. Behind him stood Garrus 
Vakarian and Grunt. 

"Great. Let's just go into the middle of nowhere and take a peek at 
something that could be anything from a shiny rock to a Reaper, " 
Joker replied, "This couldn't possibly end up with us 
dead ! " 



"Hopefully there's something to kill here," Grunt said, pacing with 
his Eviscerator drawn, "I've been getting restless sitting in this 
ship . " 

"Well, if you want to get eate-" Joker started, before EDI cut him 
of f . 

"Commander," she said, "It appears we are not alone. I am detecting 
two frigates near the anomaly, which I have identified as Blue Suns 
owned. Scans show that they arrived only minutes before 


"Damnit ! " Shepard cursed, "Any sign of the anomaly?" 

"One moment... anomaly located. Communications between them identify 
this anomaly as some sort of suit of unknown make. They have a 
shuttle headed to collect it now." EDI replied. 

"Any idea what ship that shuttle is headed to?" Shepard asked. 

"Yes. It appears to be from this ship." EDI said. Almost instantly, 
one of the ships (designated Contact 1) was highlighted blue. "We can 
still get on that ship, and retrieve the anomaly. I can get firing 
solutions on their-" 

EDI paused for a split second, before she spoke again. 

"The other ship is firing on Contact 1," she said, "and it appears 
that our target had the same idea." 

The space between the ships was light with weapon fire, their shields 
shattering under the onslaught. The fire from the target vessel began 
to lessen, until it stopped entirely. Of course, the other ship was 
badly damaged. It appeared, however, to still have operating weapons 
and engines. 

"The aggressors have launched boarding parties. They intend to 
retrieve the anomaly intact." EDI stated. 

"Damnit," Shepard cursed, "EDI, can we take down Contact 2?" 

"Yes. With their shields severely weakened, it should be a simple 
matter. Eiring solutions calculated." EDI replied. 

"Take them out! Garrus, Grunt! To the shuttle, now!" Shepard 
barked . 
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><pxem>"Wake up. Chief... I need you..."<em> 

_"I was put into service eight years ago. AIs deteriorate after 
seven. Chief. 

_"I will not allow you to leave THIS PLANET ! "_ 

_"I didn't mean to... I didn't mean to do that... don't... please... 
please.. I don't want to... you don't want to... please... please... 
I don ' t want to . . . " 



"I'm not doing this for mankind!" 


_"It worked, you did it! Just like you always do . . 

_"I'm not coming with you this time... most of me is down there. I 
held only enough back to get you off the ship."_ 

_"We were supposed to take care of each other.. and we 
did! "_ 


_"Welcome home, John." 
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><p>John woke up.<p> 

The first thing he noticed was how small of a metal enclosure he was 
in. The second thing he noticed was two armored aliens sitting on the 
other side of the enclosure. They were about as tall as a normal 
human, their armor blue with white patterns on it. 

His body ached. He had no weapon other than one Pulse 
Grenade . 

Ignoring those factors, he sprang up with lightning speed. He smashed 
one of their heads into the wall, before punching the other in the 
head. Shields flared up both times, but shattered under the enhanced 
might of the Spartan-II. Their helmets crumpled. Almost immediately, 
the room lurched- which meant he was either in a container or a 
shuttle that just docked. Judging by the guards, he guessed 
shuttle . 

"What the hell is going on back there?" Said a voice. 

A door, previously unseen, opened. John grabbed the new figure, 
pushing him up against the wall. This one, however, was human. 

"Who are you?" He boomed. 

"Holy shit! D-don't hurt me! I'm just a pilot! For the Blue Suns!" 
the man replied. 

"The what?" John asked. 

"The Blue Suns! Mercenary group!" The man stammered out. 

Before John could ask another question, the shuttle shook violently. 
The man's head smashed into the wall, rendering him 
unconscious . 

Placing the man down, John moved to the cockpit . Somehow, he managed 
to open the shuttle doors. Stumbling out, he realised he was in a 
hangar. Inside were two more shuttles, painted the same as the 
alien's armor. Various individuals ran about, both alien and human. 
Some of the aliens were avian, with mandibles and grey or brown 
scales. Others looked almost human, except they had different facial 
structure, an inverted triangular ridge for a nose, and four 
eyes . 



Several noticed him, one of them aiming a weapon that vaguely 
resembled a Plasma Rifle. It, however, was a mixture of dark grey and 
light grey in color. 

Chief took a running leap, the alien's shots absorbed by his shields. 
He pulled the rifle out of his attacker's hands, before bludgeoning 
him with it. The unarmored skull caved in, the four eyed alien 
killed. Several of his fellows opened fire on John, forcing him into 
cover. He popped out of cover during a lapse in fire, shooting two 
bursts into a human. The first was blocked by his shields, while the 
second dropped the shield and scored a headshot . He fired another 
burst at one of the avian aliens, which ducked into cover. The ship 
continued to shake, taking fire from an unknown source. 

Halfway through another burst, the gun clicked, out of ammo. 
Discarding the weapon. Chief charged out of cover, crossing the 
distance between him and his enemies in seconds. Leaping over the 
cover of an avian and a human, he smashed their heads together. 
Scooping up a boxy pistol, he fired at the last alien. Flanking it 
now, he dropped it's shields and finished it off with a 
headshot . 

Grabbing what looked like a clip of some kind. Chief managed to eject 
his current one, adapting to the new weapon's reloading mechanism 
quickly. Satisfied that he could use it. Chief decided to head for 
the command bridge. Maybe then he could figure out what to do next. 

He dared not take a shuttle, fearing that it would be shot 
down . 

Wherever he was, at least he was armed. 
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><p>The Kodiak landed in the Blue Suns hangar shortly after the 
gutting of the winning Blue Suns frigate. One shot in the right place 
had devastated the once proud vessel, torpedoes blasting the 
remaining halves into pieces. After that, they had picked off the 
remaining shuttles inbound for their target. Now, John exited the 
shuttle, followed by Garrus and Grunt . <p> 

"Well... this is unexpected," Garrus said, "we come in here thinking 
that we would meet heavy resistance. Instead, we're greeted by 
corpses . " 

Just as Garrus said, corpses of meres were all over the hangar. Most 
of them appeared to have been shot in the head. 

"Think this is a suit anymore?" Shepard said. 


_["The suit is real- however, it appears to have an operator inside 
it,"] EDI stated, ["I would recommend caution. The target is fighting 
towards the CIC, and may believe you to be hostile. "]_ 


"Finally, a fight!" Grunt growled. 


"We came here to _get_ the suit- and now it ' s operator- not shoot 
them." Garrus replied, "Besides, whoever this is is efficient. They 
dropped shields quickly and then shot them in the head. I don't think 
we want to be on the receiving end or that." 



"Agreed." Shepard said 


"Come on, let's move!" 


* * 


* 


><p>Dispatching the guards in the way. Chief moved through the ship 
quickly. Soon, he arrived at the bridge. The door was sealed, and 
Chief could hear these 'Blue Suns' on the other side of the door. He 
grabbed his last Pulse Grenade, priming it and placing it by the 
door. Backing away, he watched as the door opened, fried by the BMP 
effect. Instantly, the bridge crew opened fire. Chief dashed in, his 
shields nearly depleted, quickly disarming and eliminating the armed 
crew. Captain included. Moving to the console, he began to try and 
access the ships systems. He paused, spinning around at the sound of 
armored boots.<p> 

There were three individuals in front of him. On the left was a 
hulking alien, natural plates on the top of it's head. It had a hump 
on it's back, and was equipped with heavy armor and what Chief 
guessed was a shotgun. On the right was an avian alien, wearing 
damaged blue armor. This armor, however, lacked the white patterns of 
the Blue Suns. It also had scars on the same side as the damage, 
suggesting that it had been hit by explosives on it's left side. It 
wielded an unknown, boxy rifle. In the front was a human, equipped in 
black armor with a red strip on this left arm. On his breastplate was 
a symbol that read 'N7' . He had a boxy pistol, same make as the one 
he was wielding. 

The human lowered his weapon, signalling for the aliens to do the 
same. They lowered their weapons slightly, ready to raise and fire 
them if trouble started. 

John examined the man closely. He had short black hair, and a 5 
O'clock shadow. His most striking feature, however, were his glowing 
orange scars and his blue eyes tinted with the same glow. 

"Identify yourself." Chief said, his weapon lowered slightly. 
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><p>Shepard stared up at the hulking green soldier before him. He 
stood at about seven feet tall, towering over even Grunt. His 
polarized visor revealed no emotion behind the helmet. The faded 
military green paint was chipping in some places, various signs of 
damage adorning his armor. <p> 

Shepard stepped forwards, "I'm Commander Shepard, Alliance Navy. And 
you?" He replied. 

"Master Chief Petty Officer John-117" The soldier replied, his voice 
deep and gruff. 

"Listen, this ship is in bad shape. It won't be able to go anywhere 
anytime soon. We can take you on board, but you'd have to hand over 
your weapons and armo-" 

"No." John said, cutting Shepard off, "I'll hand over my weapons, but 
I will not give you my armor." 


"Alright." Shepard said, surprising all present. 



Garrus ' mandibles flared in surprise, "Shepard, are you sure this is 
a good idea?" Garrus asked, "We have no idea what this armor can 

do. " 

"I'm certain we can handle it." Shepard replied calmly. 

'John' cocked his head, "You can understand it?" he asked, 
confused . 

"You can't?" Shepard replied, surprised. The ship shook as some 
internal component exploded, "Nevermind, we'll sort it out on the 
Normandy . " 

><span> 

With a nod, John followed Shepard out of the GIG, heading for the 
Hangar . 
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><pXstrong>So . . . how'd I do? This story takes place after Omega's, 
Jack's and Grunt's recruitment mission (s), and right after the 
destruction of the Mantle's Approach Cortana's Goodbye. This means 
that everybody has been recruited that can be before Horizon with the 
exception of Kasumi, and Cortana is (for the moment) dead. They have 
not yet been to the Citadel, nor have they done Zaeed's Loyalty 
Mission . * * 

**As always. Read and Review! If you like the story, f ollow/f avorite 
it to keep up to date with it. Please, do not flame! Do, however, 
give constructive criticism.** 

**Until next time!** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Back with another chapter! Sorry for the wait! Life can be a real 
bitch . ** 

**Alright, onto the story!** 
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><p>Normally, John wouldn't be so... reckless when it came to an 
unknown inviting him onto their ship. Of course, these were far from 
normal circumstances . <p> 

He was sitting in a shuttle (similar to the one he had woken up on) , 
his massive frame dwarfing the other occupants. There was a tense 
silence between both parties. The avian, or 'Garrus' as the commander 
had called it, was fiddling with it's rifle, clicking to itself. The 
large reptile stared at him, it's body language screaming that it had 
wanted a fight and was disappointed that it got little to none. 
Shepard was staring at him as well, though his body language revealed 
little. He seemed to be ready to fight, but only if it was the only 
option. The shuttle rocked, signalling that they had landed. The 
aliens and Shepard were the first to exit, John following close 
behind . 


When they entered the ship. Chief was surprised at the aesthetic 



used to the utilitarian appearance of UNSC craft. "_Then again, this 
might not be a human ship"_, he thought. The walls were the same 
grey, and several crates were stacked in corners. The archetecture, 
however, was different. The hangar was less boxy than that of UNSC 
craft, and at one end sat what he assumed was the elevator. 

After they left the hangar, however, all doubts of this being an 
alien ship left his mind. Humans wearing the same grey and black 
uniform moved about, most stopping to stare at the new arrival. All 
of the crew had the same emblem on their chest, an orange diamond. 
Almost every one of them looked up at him, expressions varying from 
fear to surprise. Finally, he entered what appeared to be a 
conference room, with a wooden table in the center that had a 
hologram of what he assumed was either the ship he was on or a 
potential target. 

Waiting for Shepard and himself (as the two aliens had left to 
different parts of the ship) were an alien and two humans. The 
closest human was a man with very short black hair and dark skin. He 
was wearing what appeared to be light armor. The other human, who was 
arguing with the alien, was a woman with black, shoulder length hair 
and smooth features. She wore a white jumpsuit that showed her curves 
(although why she wore that instead of armor or the clothing worn by 
most crew members was a mystery to him) . Both were armed. 

Then there was the alien. It had orange skin, horns, and large black 
eyes. An amphibian of some sort, he guessed. It spoke in a language 
unknown to him, but seemed to be understood by the human. Looking 
closer, he realized it had several scars and was missing part of the 
right horn. 

It spoke to Shepard in its own language, which Shepard seemed to 
understand perfectly as well. 

"If he consents to an examination, then you can go ahead. But first, 

I need to talk to him." Shepard responded. The alien nodded, before 
leaving the room, talking to itself very quickly. Once the door 
closed, Shepard turned to John. 
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><p>They had started out asking Chief where he was from. He told them 
about the insurrection. Covenant invasion, and the events of Requiem 
(albeit, with few details) . Miranda had never dropped her jaw so low, 
and Jacob's eyes looked like they were going to pop out of his head. 
Shepard was just as surprised. When he, Miranda and Jacob had told 
Chief that there was no UNSC, Covenant and that a whole city had not 
been obliterated in the blink of an eye, 117 had asked what was the 
ruling body of earth. Shepard then told him about the System 
Alliance, Council, and his own death and resurrection, as well as 
explaining what the Collectors were. He, Miranda, Jacob and Chief all 
knew where the latter was from- however unlikely. <p> 

Chief had surprised all present when he had said that, until he found 
a way home, he would help Shepard with the Collectors. "This might 
not be my universe, but it is still humanity." 

For now, he had been allowed to set up in the hangar. He had 
suggested it, refusing a bed. He was given an Omni-tool and some more 
specific data on Shepard's galaxy, before he left for the elevator. 



Shepard had put Miranda and Jacob in charge of explaining to the 
crew, while he stayed in the room to have a chat with TIM. 


The rings of the QEC rose, and Shepard soon saw the Illusive Man, 
smoking in his chair. "Shepard. I trust that you found something?" He 
said, a puff of smoke escaping his lips. Straight to buisiness 
then . 

"If you count a super soldier from an alternate universe as 
'something', then yes." Shepard replied, absorbing the look of 
surprise on TIM's face. "I can send you a full report on it later, 
but he agreed to help until he can get home. Considering what he said 
he's done, and how he killed most of the Blue Suns easily right after 
being thrown into an unfimiliar environment, I'm letting him." 

TIM frowned, brow furrowed in thought, before he replied. "I have a 
lead I'm investigating, so for now I want you to proceed to the 
Citadel to rondevou with Kasumi Goto, and, if you can, fulfill 
Zaeed's request. We need him to be absolutely loyal." 

TIM then ended the transmission, cutting off Shepard's reply. 
Rather... uncharacterist ic for him. He moved his hand to his 
ear . 

"Joker, set a course for the Citadel. Tell Chief and Zaeed to suit up 
and be ready to deploy." 

"Sure thing, Shepard. Why are you bringing the big metal 
death-machine, though? That miiiight get the Council a bit mad." 

Joker responded. 

"Anderson needs to know." Shepard stated. "And the Council will 
probably just dismiss Chief like they did the Reapers. He could hear 
Joker sigh on the other end of the line. 
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><pXstrong>Yes , I know the chapter is short and a bit rushed. Life 
got hectic. I will try to make myself write more . <strong> 


End 
f lie . 



